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of our troubles. Unfortunately, the stimulating
air of Spring is coursing like young wine through
their veins. One moment I find Rubio walking on
his hands, his large feet dangerously protruding
above our breastwork, and the next I catch the four
of them playing leap frog or turning somersaults
and crashing through the roof of our shelter at the
very feet of our grave and dignified sergeant,
Florenciano. On such occasions there is no alterna-
tive but to punish them, and half an hour later I
see a repentant Diogracias, busy with spade and
pickaxe, while the others are enjoying their midday
nap.

Of course, Florenciano is right : soldiers are
soldiers irrespective of their age. Still, I am
worried : if to-morrow the boy were hit by a stray
bullet, how should I be able to answer for the fact
that I have robbed his young life of even an hour's
fun?

Since then, however, I have discovered ways and
means of canalising their excess of energy. The
first of May is approaching and our commandant
has ordered competitions in sprinting and jumping,
and a few selected men from each company will be
allowed to take part. Accordingly, I am busy
every morning getting about a dozen volunteers
into training.

We have chosen as our training ground the valley